THE  MOTHER

Admiring glances, wondering as they pass'd,

How from her carriage as she stepp'd to pray,

Divided ranks would humbly make her way;

And how each voice in the astonish'd throng

Pronounced her peerless as she moved along.                      350

Her pifture then the greedy dame displays;
Touch'd by no shame, she now demands its praise;
In her tall mirror then she shows a face.
Still coldly fair with unaffefting grace ;
These she compares:  u It has the form," she cries5
" But wants the air, the spirit, and the eyes;
"This, as a likeness, is correft and true,
"But there alone the living grace we view."
This said, th' applauding voice the dame required.
And, gazing, slowly from the glass retired.                          360
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